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Let, 


0 As & was lately ſung at the Cut ain Holy wel Is. b 


Les thie lime LUC 


Acchus the Fathtt of dꝛunken Nowles, 
Full Pazers Beakers Gl aſſes bowles 
Greaſje Flapd2agors flemiſh Apfe froze _ 
With healths ſtabd in arms upon nated Anke 
Sf all bis wines he makes pou taſers, 


Ss pou tipple like Bumbaſters. 


Dink till yon re a welcome he doth gabe, 
to the ton Claret makes you ltyg 
Hot a painter purer Coiour ſhows, 
then whats laid gn by Tlaret. 
Pearl any ruby both ſet oat thenoſe 
when thin ſmall er dot mar it. 
Rich wine is god, 
It beats the viod, 
It makes an old man luſty. 
The poung to bzawl. 
Am Dꝛawers up call, 
defoze being to much muſty, 
'Whether pen d2tuk 811 oz little, 
Pot it ſo your ſelves yon while, 

Then though twelve 

Aciockit.ce 
Wet all the wap go roaring, 

If the band. 

Ot bills cry tany, 
Dweats that yon muſt a who; <= 
Suc bGambels, ſuch tricks.ſuch figaries,. 
We fetcyihough we touch no Canarpes, 
French wine till the welkin roares, 
And crp out a pox of pour icozes, 


In wine we call fo2 bawpy Jigęs, 
Cavzoec Rumbiloes, Whirlizice, 
Crambo got in the hut. cap vatn, 


Come agen andagen — 
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The Dive! in the places you Wot where raign 
Vꝛ ave bonne it ts thus tickles cur bets, 
Mud well in wine none lezrow tels. 


Dar Pon man and his Powder bæf mad croſu 


j caper thꝛough the liquo2 ſwet turne pdzew 


Round about over tables aud joyn'd ſtœls, 


lets dance with naked Rapfors. 


Cut the [idle ſtrings and then like fwls, 


kick cnt the lum fun Icrapers, 
Thete jg vo ſound, 
The cares can wound 
As lids ot wine pots clinbing 
Theres 1.0 ſach lpoꝛt 
„ KWliyenall amozt 
Men cry lets fall to dzinking, 
O tis nsppp geer, | 
would cach belly Was fil'd here © 
Perrings pickel d 
>. Pulk be tickel'd, 
D: wn to d2atn the liquo?, 
The ſalt Sammoit 
And fat Gammon, 


Makes your wine dzink gaicker. +©— 
Our man in the Pon dzinks Claret, 
With Bower bart turnep aud Cattct. 

If he doth ſo wr ſheuld not yon | 
:ink Wins untill the Sky loks biew, 
Hep foz a turn thus abote ground hep, 

O mp noddle to hravp voth way 
Petheglin Pe try Spdet noz rong Ale, 


Are half ſs heavy be they nete (0 ſtale 


Mine in our guts can never rumble, 
Dowrnow and than though it make us fumble 


Het ſcambling up a dzunkard fels no pain 
But crpes Pra bop tot het pottie again, 
Me can dzink no moꝛe unlefle we have 
kull pipes of Trinidado, 
Give us the belt it keps our bins 
moze warm then can fr@3avo, N 
| It makes us ſing, "OP 
Am cry hey 
And latiab when Pipes lye bzoken# 
Fo which to pap 
At going awap, 
Weſcozn a Puſtard Token. 
Never curle the law coe 
Dat ſwear the dar pou'l pay no moze, 
In theſe dapes 
5 Me is no Gallant, 
That cannot puff and ſwagger 
| Thong h he dare not ill a ſhæ p, 
Pet cut muſt fipe his Dagger. 
Il then yon do love mg Daft Claret, 
Fat Powner bit turuep and Carret, 


And Kill welcome Gentlemen. 
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